
I 


The Tragedy of Hamlet 

Of his true /late. 

Ogee, Did lie receiuey^u well? 

R»f. Moil like a gentleman. 

Guy l But with much forcing of his difpofition. 

R°f. lsiggard of queftion,bnt ofour demands 
Moil free in his reply. 

QS.ee. Did you a A ay him to any paflime ? 

'Rof. Maddam,it lb fell out thatccrtaine Players 
Wc pre-raughum the way,ofthefe we told him. 

And there did feeme in him a kind of ioy 
To hcare ofit : they are hecre about the Court, 

And as 7 thinke, they haue already order 
1 his n:ght to play before him. 

Pol. Tis mc>ft true* 

And he befecchtme to intreat your Maicilies 
To heare and fee the matter. 

King With all my heart. 

And it doth much content me 
To heare him lo inclin’d. 

Good gentlemen giuc him a father edge' 

And driue his purpofe into thefe delights. 

Rof. Wefhall my Lord. Exeunt Rof.& Guyl, 

King. Sweet Cjertrard^e . aue vs two. 

For we haue elofely fent for H amlet hetber. 

That he as t'wereby accedent,may hccrc 
Affront Ophelia-, her father and my fclfe, 

Week fo bellow out felues,that feeing vnfeene. 

We may oftheir encounter franckely iudge. 

And gather by him as he is bchau’d, ° 

]ft be th’afflicSHori of his loue or no. 

That thus he fuffers for. 

■Qee> I fhall obey you. 

And for my part Ophelia,l doc wifh 
That your g°°d beauties be the happy caufe 
Of wildnes/o fhall I hope your vertues 

Will bring him to his wonted waya«ajne 
To both your honours. ° * 

Ophe. Maddam,I wifh it may. 

. m. Opheha, walke youheer.e.’gracious fo pleafe ybu ? 


Prince of Denmark^ 

\Vc will beftoW our felues;rcade on this booke* 

That ibow of filch an exacife may collour 
Your lowlineflcjwe arc oft too blame in this, 

Tis too much prooud.that with dcuotiohs vifage 
And pious a&ion,we doefugarorc 
The Diuell himfelfe. 

King, Otis too true. 

How fmart a lafh that fpecch doth giuc my conscience* 
The harlots chceke beautied with plaftring art, 

Is not more ougiy to the thing that helps it. 

Then is my deede to my moft painted word: 

Oheauy burthen: 

Enter Hamlet. 

Pol. I heare him comming, wich-draw my Lord, 

Ham. To be, or not to be, that is the queftion, 
Whether tis nobler in the mindc toliiffer 
The flings and arrowes of outragious fortune. 

Or to take Armes againft a fea of troubles. 

And by oppofing,end them:To die to fleepe 
Nomorennd by a fleepe. to fay weend 
Thehart-akc,and the thoufand naturall fliocks 
Thatflcfh is heire to ; tis a confumation 
Deuoutly to be wiflit to die to fleepc > 

To fleepe, perchance to dreame,! there’s the rub. 

For in that fleepe of death what dreames may come? 
When wc haue fliuffled off this mortall coyle 
Muft giue vs paufe, there’s the refpe& 

That makes calamity of folong life: 

For who would bcare the whips and fcorncs of time, 
Th’opprc {Tors wrong jtheproude mans contumely. 

The pangs ofoffke,and the lawes delay, 
Thcinfolenceof office^and the fpu ncs 
That patient mernc of th’vnworthy takes, 

Vv hen himfelfe might his quiet as make 
With a bare bodkin; who would fardels beare. 

To grunt and fweat vnder a weary life? 

But that the dread of fomething after death. 

The vndifeouer d country, frog) yyhofc bouse 




